" I think he is in Frankfurt/*
Professor Ambrosius stood for a few moments longer
with his mouth to the instrument wanting to ask some-
thing further. Was a lady visiting Herr Kolding ? was
what he wanted to say. But he did not say it* He was
unable to force the question out; it stuck in his throat.
" Have you finished ? " asked the operator.
" No/'
Ambrosius thought for a moment, made a mental note
of the address and left the call-box.
In front of the station he hesitated. He was uncertain
what he should do next. He was guided by nothing but
the sensation in his fists, in his jaws, the purely animal
sensation of longing for a fight. He bowed his powerful
head and went on his way. He caught sight of himself
in a mirror as he approached, and at first he did not recog-
nise himself. Then he stood still. He had once seen an
animal at a bull-fight advance in the same way, just as
massively, with just such broad shoulders, such lowering,
threatening heaviness, and just such a battering-ram of
an outstretched head—the resemblance frightened him.
• • •
A few doors further along there was something else
that detained him. He lingered in front of a gunsmith's
that chance seemed to have placed there, all ready and
waiting for him. He had no plans, nor had he thought
things out at all; he had only this repressed urge to
fight, to arm himself, to destroy if necessary. He entered
the shop, chose a business-like revolver, had it loaded,
paid his bill—by a stroke of luck he found a note case
in his improvised travelling clothes—and thrust the steel-
grey weapon into his hip pocket.
He reached Doctor Kolding's little villa in the West
End, and after fighting for composure rang the bell and
conducted a short parley with the maid-servant. The
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